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	1. Original Chapter 1

**AN: **_So for those of you who are deciding to check this out, I'm sorry I took so long (School is evil and sadly runs my life). Also, I decided to make this a rewrite/edit of the last chapter... It's still not entirely done, and because I hadn't read the book, I didn't realize that Dr. Halsey was actually on a damaged frigate a little bit away from the asteroid and not inside it, so I tried to fix that as well. I still want to make it a little longer, and I was intending to make this kind of a "Chapter 1" for whenever the story does come out, so it may be a little slow. Oh, and the little data snippet at the bottom is just supposed to put things in perspective, not quite sure how I'm gonna include them in the story. Enjoy._

_PS: FF is being a total butt, and I feel like they took away a _lot_ of the editing functions since I was last on here. I may re-post this a couple times, trying to figure out how to fix it._

* * *

><p><strong>0420 Hours, September 12th, 2552 (UNSC Military Calendar)<strong>

**Somewhere in the Eridanus System – Outer Colonies**

The _UNSC Trenton_ hummed softly as it exited slipspace, drifting gracefully towards an asteroid called Eridanus Secondus. It easily maneuvered through the crippled remains of a Covenant Cruiser floating near the asteroid, and the Captain's voice soon filled the bridge. "Lieutenant Hall, push the engines to maximum burn and point us toward the asteroid. Julia, get every gun online and prepared to fire. Commander, I want a bird prepped and ready to launch in five."

"Yes ma'am," they responded in unison. Their fingers tapping the displays with lightning speed, as they carried out her orders.

"Captain, our long-range sensors are picking up a Covenant slipspace rupture! Enemy ETA in thirty minutes, your orders?" The navigations officer shouted, his voice alarmed but steady.

"Keep all stealth systems online and ignore any hails you receive. Put her in geosynchronous orbit above the base and open the ventral hangar. I'm going in with the ground team and extracting our target." She moved towards the door on the bridge, but paused when she heard footsteps.

"You think I'm leaving you unprotected ma'am?" A Marine said from behind her, and she smiled in return. Corporal Peter Harland was the only Marine that regularly came to the bridge, other than the guard detail. She knew he was overly protective of her, but she had a soft spot for him and always managed to ignore it.

Her voice sounded faintly annoyed as she responded, though they both knew she wasn't. "Corporal, I'm going in with a squad of _Spartans_, I'm far from unprotected."

Harland handed her an MA5C with a grin. "C'mon Captain, I won't slow you down." The eagerness in his voice was her downfall, and she couldn't resist his unspoken request.

She sighed, "If I have to drag your wounded ass after this…" His grin deepened and she chuckled in return, "Let's go Corporal." Turning on her heel, she ran out the door, with him not far behind.

* * *

><p>When they entered the hangar, a Pelican was near the already open bay doors. A single squad from the famed <em>Achilles Division <em>stood around it- _as famed as a top-secret, highly classified, Black Ops Division can get-_, fully armored and standing at parade rest. When they saw her approach, the Squad-leader shouted, "Captain on deck," and they all saluted her.

The Spartan leading the squad was Lieutenant Ben Holmes, he was a competent officer but more of a lone-wolf type, with his CSV nearly a mile long. He was one of the only soldiers in his unit to actually integrate an AI into his armor, at least that the Captain was aware of, and she knew just about everything that went on around here.

The command structure aboard the _Trenton_ was different compared to other UNSC vessels because it was a joint Navy/Marine ship. Her second in command, Colonel Edwards, controlled all the Marines and ODSTs aboard, Commander Amy-A024 commanded all of the Spartans aboard, and she maintained overall command of the entire ship.

It was Ben's decision that dragged them all out here, _not that she disagreed with it_. He had heard through his ONI contacts that Admiral Parangosky, leader of the Office of Naval Intelligence, was formulating a plan to end Dr. Halsey's career and possibly even terminate her life. He was too attached to her for that, saying,_ "She's an important ally to the Special Forces, and her work has saved my life more times than I can count."_

The Admiral only needed for her to do one last thing, _Project Infinity._ Halsey was going to be transferred somewhere in the Oort Cloud in order to start the project, with the only problem being that her transponder stopped transmitting to HIGHCOM and she was considered KIA shortly before she could receive her transfer orders.

So when her transponder randomly reappeared on UNSC scanners before subsequently dropping off again, Ben had immediately requested they attempt a rescue. Under the grounds that _she was far too valuable to let slip into enemy hands, and that she could greatly increase the effectiveness of the entire division. _After discovering that her transponder had pinged at a known Insurrectionist stronghold, the Captain green-lighted the operation and dubbed it '_Operation Phantom_.' An operation for division-eyes only, and even then it was reserved for the high-ranking officers only.

"At ease Lieutenant, what's our status?" The Captain asked as she walked towards the Pelican. Trying to take herself out of her previous musings, as she switched her focus back to the mission at hand.

"We are fully operational and prepared for dust off. Engines are warm and the pilot is awaiting further orders." He shifted as he saw the lone Marine following her, and then signaled for his team to get aboard the Pelican.

The Captain nodded, and motioned for Harland to do the same. Once everyone was aboard she rapped her knuckles against the wall of the troop-bay and shouted towards the cockpit, "Take us out of here Eagle 1!"

The pilot responded in the affirmative and closed the rear doors, before lifting the Pelican off the titanium-A plating that made up the hangar flooring. It hovered there briefly, before zipping towards the barely visible hangar that made up the Innie base below them.

The sound of clips being slammed into rifles and armor locks being double checked, soon filled the troop bay as the Pelican accelerated through the blackness of space.

Lieutenant Holmes shifted in his seat, "Rules of Engagement are simple, if Dr. Halsey doesn't cooperate you are allowed to use nonlethal forms of _encouragement. _You are clear to engage anyone else, but check your targets, we may have friendlies aboard."

_"Touchdown twenty seconds," _the pilot announced over the comms.

The Captain was wearing her standard Navy garb, a grey shirt and matching pair of trousers, secured with a leather belt. An M6S was strapped to a holster on her waist, and a name-tag displaying her last name was mounted on the right side of her uniform, crisply stating _Walker_. She boasted an earpiece that was synced with the squad's comm systems, and all of her clothes were a Kevlar mesh, and could protect against small arms fire.

The Spartans all wore a variant of the MJOLNIR Powered Assault Armor/Mark V. The most advanced piece of weaponry the UNSC had to date, in other words, it was friggin' expensive.

"_The Achilles Division is a subcell of the Spartan-III program, and is operated almost entirely by a new breed of Spartans, beta-testing the ideas for the Spartan-IV program. Longer training, more augmentations, armed to the teeth, and extremely lethal." _An admiral had told her when she was first requested to command the _Trenton, _the flagship for the Division.

The only person that wore standard issue anything was Corporal Harland. He wore a standard issue Marine battle dress uniform, and was an odd sight, standing beside the four Spartans and herself.

A bright red light flooded the troop bay, quickly cutting the Captain from her thoughts. _Ten seconds out_... She took a deep breath, things might get ugly very soon.

_"Touchdown in five, four, three, two… Touchdown! Go, Go, Go, Go!" _The pilot yelled, as she opened the rear doors of the Pelican.

* * *

><p>The squad filed out of the Pelican, their guns trained on anything that could be hiding an enemy. Ben took point and Captain Walker wasn't far behind, putting her hand to her earpiece and tilting her head, "Eagle 1, keep the engines warm. We may need to leave in a hurry."<p>

_"Yes ma'am,"_ the pilot responded.

Ben aimed his gun towards a group of boxes, as he exited the Pelican. His HUD identified them as ammo containers, and he switched to a thermal mode to see if anyone was hiding behind them. _Blue_, blue meant no one was behind the containers, blue meant he was safe… For now.

He turned his head towards a row of Pelicans, which sat motionless along the hangar floor. Several red blobs lit up his visor, and he tilted his head, looking for more. _None_, he thought to himself as he looked around.

_"Ben, I'm detecting several enemies throughout the hangar. I suggest suppressing fire 85 degrees to your left, while you flank them from the opposite side."_ Emily, his personal AI, announced over the comms.

His armor scanned the area, and he pulled up a map on his HUD. Reviewing what the motion trackers and thermal imagery had shown, he nodded to himself. "Einstein, Sharp, and Harland put suppressing fire in grid 3-delta, on my mark."

_"Solid Copy Sir, we're in position now."_

"Hawk, cover the Captain." Ben said as he silently moved through the shadows, getting a clear line of sight with the assailants. _"Acknowledged."_

He used his HUD to zoom in, confirming that they were Insurrectionists, _confirmed_. "Mark!"

Bullets peppered the wall behind the rebels, missing their heads by less than a meter. Ben squeezed off three shots with his suppressed M392 Designated Marksman Rifle, each of his shots meeting their targets before he ran up to the soldiers. He was a blur in the shadows, and they never saw him coming.

With a few quick strides, he was beside one of the rebels, grabbing his neck and snapping it before the others could even turn. He kept the body in front of him, using it as a shield before he finished off the rest with his silenced pistol.

Moments after the bodies hit the ground, the distinctive sound of Hawk's SRS99D filled the air. His bullets striking several new targets, as they filed in through the main entrance, attempting to rush them. _"Reloading,"_ Hawk said over the comms, and he was quickly joined by the sound of Einstein's MA5B laying down covering fire.

"Behind you!" Emily screamed into his helmet, and Ben turned around a millisecond later, taking out two rebels with expert precision.

"Thanks Emily, I owe you one." Ben said quickly as he reloaded his pistol. _I'm getting sloppy, I should have seen them coming, _he thought to himself bitterly.

Emily smiled on his visor's holo-display, "Just try and watch out, I'd hate to be left in a place like this." It was her way of telling him to relax, he was doing fine.

Bullets pinged off of his armor's shields and he swore, lobbing a grenade in the opposite direction. _So much for checking targets_, he thought as the sound dampeners kicked in on his helmet and he felt the ground shake a little. He crouched to avoid the brunt of the force, and quickly switched back to his rifle, clicking on the automatic setting.

Turning on his heel, he fired three bursts into a nearby group of rebels who thought the shadows could hide them. Quickly causing his HUD to flare, warning him he needed to reload. Pressing a button on the side of the rifle, the magazine fell to the floor. He reached into his belt-pouch and slammed a new one into his rifle with a satisfying 'thunk.' Although his armor already had magnetic clamps, he still incorporated combat webbing for certain supplies.

Ducking behind a crate, he looked at the map Emily had created for him. A door that lead towards where they assumed the actual facility was located was just a few paces away. He'd let his squad mop up the hangar crew while he scouted ahead. The loud explosions of the Pelican's rockets tearing through a nearby wall, and it's chin-mounted 70mm machine gun firing deadly bursts into oncoming rebels further confirmed his plan.

Ben ran up to the the door, placing a breaching charge on it's seal as he started to cook a grenade, allowing the seconds tick by. Then at the last second, he detonated the breaching charge and lobbed the grenade inside. An inferno of fire shot down the hall merely a second later, scorching everything in it's path. Screams of pain echoing throughout the corridor, but they were quickly cut off by the pops of Ben's side-arm.

With a tilt of his head, he scanned the area for any cameras, satisfied that none were there, he ducked behind a burnt crate. "Time to see if those ONI techs are worth their lab coats," he whispered to himself before activating his suits active-camouflage feature. It was something they managed to coup up before Reach fell, but they never managed to test it in the field, and that always seemed to be where unexpected problems lie.

His hands seemed to vanish before his eyes, although if he looked close enough he could make out the faint blur that indicated he was still there. _Looks like I owe McNeill a round next time we get some shore leave._

"Don't you look sexy in that armor," Emily said with a wink in his visor's display, cutting him from his semi-wandering thoughts.

He chuckled in return, "Of course you say that _after_ I activate the camo."

* * *

><p>The charred plating crunched beneath Petty Officer Second Class Charles Stanton, or Hawk's boots. He was retracing the squad-lead's path, with the rest of the squad not far behind. The resistance was relatively light so far, they probably weren't expecting <em>one<em> Pelican to pose such a threat.

He had heard over the comms that the Lieutenant was advancing towards the rest of the facility, which from the initial ONI reports, was actually a major city. Jammers housed somewhere within the facility were shielding their sensors from picking up long-range FOF tags and screwing with the sensors onboard the _Trenton_, so they weren't quite sure where Halsey was yet.

"Do you think she'll like us?" Einstein asked softly.

Hawk chuckled, "Einstein, you'll do fine. You can talk tech and she can too, let's just secure the package and get off this rock."

"Just asking sir," Einstein said quietly, a smile in his voice.

A horde of bullets slammed into the crate beside them, _I guess_ _there's some survivors_. "Contact left!"

"Engage, engage!" Hawk screamed as he pivoted on his heel, shooting from his hip.

Twenty rebels were crouched firing into the squad, nine went down within three seconds. He could see the Captain shooting the chinks in the rebel armor, and Einstein was shooting into their helmets. Sharp pulled out a shotgun and started taking off appendages, he rolled and fired into one of their faces, shattering his helmet.

"These boys just won't give up," Harland said gruffly. Bullets pinged off the slowly depleting shields, and several hit the body armor that made up Harland's protection, but luckily none managed to strike the Captain. Moments later the fight was over, they knew that if the resistance was any more organized, it would take much longer to deal with. Time they didn't have, "We're just fifty meters from the Sarge's position, setting waypoints now."

* * *

><p>Petty Officer First Class George McNeill, or Sharp, cycled the 7.62x51mm round in the chamber of his modified SRS99D -<em>Old Glory-<em>, racking back on the bolt, and watching as the spent casing ejected from the rifle. He had modified the weapon to support a suppressor and an extended mag, sacrificing the larger caliber round in order to support the suppressor. It was a common set up amongst the division, as the lower caliber rounds were not only found on several other guns, namely the MA5 series which all had interchangeable mags, but it also removed the trail of vapor that the larger caliber rounds gave off. While this sacrificed the Anti-Material capabilities the original model had, many believed the pros outweighed the cons, as Sniper teams didn't have to be separated by extreme distances from their squads, which normally led to them getting ambushed.

Something was off, he could feel it in his gut. Like the kind he got before shit hit the fan or a teammate went KIA.

Thumbing Glory's barrel, he looked at his HUD. From his estimates, they were half a klick to the jammer, _if_ it was even on this floor. They went in blind, no intel and no safety net.

Well, unless you count sending in the rest of the forces on the _Trenton_ to siege this place. ONI would kill them if they used the big-stick, and a siege could take weeks if intelligence decided to restrict their ROE.

Sharp expanded his motion trackers, focusing on the pulse. _Blip… Blip… Blip_. The highlighted blobs on his scanner informed him of his team's location. _Wait… what the…?_

Out of nowhere someone jumped out towards him, and he turned on his heal in response. His augmented reflexes making him faster than even the average Spartan, squeezing the trigger on his rifle, he shot off a single round. Missing the soldier by only a fraction of an inch, he brought up his rifle, swinging it like a club.

Mid swing, he heard the distinctive pop of an M6G from beside him. The rebel's body went slack mid-fall as a chunk of his chest simultaneously exploded outward, and the barrel of Sharp's rifle slammed into his face with a bone-crunching smack, sending his limp body backwards several feet. Sharp shook his rifle slightly, hoping nothing got lodged inside the barrel from the explosion. Blood covered his armored forearms and chest, and he didn't even want to think about what was stuck to the toe of his boot, though he thought it resembled part of a lung. Giving a side-ways glance to his left he saw the Marine's side-arm was smoking, and his hand was twitching slightly at the bloody scene before him.

"Thanks," Sharp said over the suit's external comms, "His armor would have taken the brunt of my swing." It was a lie, they all knew it, but it made it easier on the Corporal. Even seasoned vets could lock up in the field, or see something they couldn't handle, and now was _not_ the time for that to happen.

Harland fumbled with his belt pouch, his hands shaking terribly as he quickly searched his pack for cigarettes. Sticking one in his mouth haphazardly, he flicked his lighter's jacket and lit it. With a slow, steadying breath, he managed to gain a little more control over himself as he breathed in the smoke, letting it burn the back of his throat before letting it out in a slow release.

He had acted on instinct, his rifle was getting low on ammo, so he switched to his pistol to compensate. He had just saw an innie running towards him, he identified him as a threat, and fired. Only he forgot that it fired _explosive_ rounds, and the soldier quickly turned into a bloody heap right beside him.

It was a disgusting sight, and the smell wasn't one he would easily forget. It was a shaky reminder of when he was back on Sigma Octanus IV earlier that year, and he watched one of his squadmates suffer a similar fate after they got tagged by a needler… Only he had survived.

He looked up, his movements back under his control, and saw the Captain standing close by. She gave him a look and he suddenly felt ashamed as everything else seemed to fall away but her. She had a way of doing that to him, only the look she was giving him was half-sympathetic and half-angry. He had promised her he'd stop smoking when she first confronted him about it nearly a month ago... He thought he had. She stuck out her hand and he handed the pack to her, letting the one he had in his mouth fall to the floor where she promptly crushed it with the toe of her boot. "You know they call those coffin nails for a reason Peter," her voice stern but forgiving.

After a beat she ran her hand along his cheek and whispered in his ear, "I hate the smell of it on your breath, and it sticks to you for days."

He felt himself blush, _well that was unexpected_. "Sorry Captain, I'll try harder next time."

She nodded, "I know you will Corporal, it's okay. This war did things to all of us, and I hate to say that a smoking habit is the least of the damage. But I _do_ expect you to be running PT exercises every day for the next month, am I clear?"

He nodded smartly, savoring one of the rare moments when she actually gave in and showed her affection for him. "Yes Ma'am!"

* * *

><p>Ben kicked the metal door in front of him and it gave out beneath his boot, flying inward and crashing into a wall behind it. His active-camouflage surprisingly held, and he remained invisible as he stepped into the room.<p>

Emily looked at him pointedly through her tiny image on his visor. "I could have just hacked that door, must you always choose the 'shock and awe' approach?"

He raised an eyebrow to her, absently searching the room for enemies out of the corner of his eye. "It was supposed to be an impressive display of my strength."

She snorted, "You're a Spartan, strength looses it's impressiveness and becomes expected around you. If you wanna make a girl like you, let her to show off _her_ skills, so she can impress _you_."

Spotting a datapad on the floor, he picked it up before going back to his conversation. "Emily you _always_ impress me, when could I do half the things you do, or look as good as you while I'm doing them?"

At his last comment she chuckled and a sly grin crossed her features, "Now Ben don't sell yourself short, you have a different skill set than I do, but you're damn good at what you do. As for looks, from an AI's point of view, you're not so bad yourself Skipper. Though you should probably delete the incriminating internet history off your armor's databanks _before _you try and flirt with a girl like me, it leaves an awful impression."

Ben did his best to keep his poker face, and simply smiled at her. "I may be a Spartan but that doesn't mean I'm not human."

Her voice seemed to drop an octave and her grin grew wider, "You _certainly_ are."

He choked slightly and he couldn't stop his blush, his eyes fell back to the datapad in his hand and he was suddenly glad he picked the thing up. "Can you hack this and see what's on it, please?"

"You _do_ like me, even said please." He grunted in return and after the briefest of seconds, she responded. "It looks like the Innies think that there are more UNSC forces a couple asteroids away, and a doctor matching Halsey's description was seen with them."

He sighed, opening up a link with the rest of his team. "Fall back to the LZ, the package is not here. I repeat, fall back- double time."

With that, he turned on his heel and ran down the hallway. His mission clock indicated he had less than fifteen minutes to locate Halsey and get her back aboard the _Trenton_.

* * *

><p>

/

/Data-Packet received/[Decoding]

/

/

**UNSC Trenton (Service Number DD-498)**

The UNSC Trenton is a prototype destroyer that was designed by ONI's Beta-5 division in 2549, and eventually produced by NavSpecWep (Naval Special Weapons) later that year. Upon it's completion on April 5th, 2551, it was put under the command of Captain Felicia Walker, quickly becoming the mobile command and control center for the off-shoot Spartan Program, the _Achilles Division_. A standalone division for NavSpecWar, (Naval Special Warfare) developed to test the various augmentation and training procedures for the next generation of super-soldiers.

The Trenton has two upgraded nuclear fusion engines that each support a pair of two small reactors surrounding a larger one, which are capable of boosting the overall power output by 400%. It also boasts an upgraded cooling system, which features a laser-induced optical slurry of ions chilled to near-absolute zero. The amount of excess heat removed by the system increases as the reactors' output does. This highly efficient system allows the destroyer to exceed the top-speeds of a frigate.

The Trenton has another added feature, hangars, which are not on standard destroyers. There is a hangar in the underside of it's bow, containing a series of Longswords, Falcons, Pelicans, and various ground-vehicles. It also has another hangar located behind the bridge, which stores captured covenant supplies and Phantoms. The ship is also equipped with a small, automated manufacturing plant for the production of weapons, ammo, and armor using the spent supplies from the ship and ground forces.

It has a width of 720 meters, height of 693 meters, and requires a minimum crew of 220 people. Although it's generally crewed by 350 people, and can have a maximum of 6,250 personnel on-board. The personal bunk space is above average, and recreational facilities are available throughout the ship. Also, a stealth ablative coating has been painted beneath the armor panels, which helps prevent it from appearing on enemy sensors.

For the soldiers stationed onboard, there is an improved barracks, sparring area, gym, laboratory, and training area. But for a rapid deployment, the Trenton has a total of 750 HEVs (Human Entry Vehicles) placed throughout the hull, and it holds a Charon-class light frigate, the _Remembrance_, within the underside-hangar.

It has a length of 1,535 meters and the hull is reinforced with 5.5 meters of Titanium-A battleplate, 3.5 meters more than standard destroyers, which are one of the more heavily armored vehicles in the Navy. For an additional defense, it's equipped with two MAC cannons, seventy-nine oversized Archer Missile Pods, four Shiva-class Nuclear Missiles, and 156 point-defense autocannons. It also has an experimental Active-Camouflage device paired with a prototype Energy-Shielding system, radar-jamming systems, and fifty pulse laser turrets placed along the bridge and hull for point defense. Twin Defensive-Railgun Turrets have been placed near the engines, bridge, and hangars for further added defensive capabilities.

To top off the additions the ONI R&D Division was testing on the ship, the Trenton has reverse-engineered Covenant slipspace technology, allowing it to make extremely accurate and precise slipspace jumps.

**Chemical Augmentations used on the Spartans of the Achilles Division**

**[**_Drug:_ 8942-LQ99 **/**_Description:_ carbide ceramic ossification catalyst** /**_Effect_: Skeletons become virtually unbreakable, allowing survival in harder impacts.**]  
><strong>

**[**_Drug:_ 88005-MX77 **/**_Description:_ fibroid muscular protein **/**_Effect_: Increased density of the individual's muscles, allowing heavier lifting.**]**

**[**_Drug:_ 0683-TS36 **/**_Description:_ cellular activator **/**_Effect_: A mutagen that increases the speed of cell regeneration allowing faster recovery from injuries.**]**

**[**_Drug:_ 5827-MC44 **/**_Description:_ muscle enhancer **/**_Effect_: Decreases muscle recovery time from strenuous activity, increasing stamina.**]**

**[**_Drug:_ 87556-UD61 **/**_Description:_ colloidal neural disunification solution **/**_Effect_: Greatly improves the individual's reaction time, decreasing the time taken to react by 300% - "Spartan Time."**]**

**[**_Drug:_ 5962-TB44 **/**_Description:_ neural inversion stabilizer **/**_Effect_: Opens up neural pathways and allows access to another whole 8% of the brain, giving the individual unparalleled willpower and intelligence.**]**

**[**_Drug:_ 2781-BN32 **/**_Description:_ localized neural-cellular modifier **/**_Effect_: Enhanced learning capabilities that allow a subject to learn at a faster and higher rate.**]**

**[**_Drug:_ 9637-NT84 **/**_Description:_ localized neural catalyst **/**_Effect_: Enhances memory recall, eidetic memory is developed.**]**

**[**_Drug:_ 6492-BH22 **/**_Description:_ cellular stabilizer **/**_Effect_: Significantly increases pain tolerance.**]**

**[**_Drug:_ 6435-KH31 **/**_Description:_ cellular modifier **/**_Effect_: Gives the body a natural resistance to plasma radiation, as well as reduces the harmful effects of UV light.**]**

**[**_Drug:_ 88947-OP24 **/**_Description:_ retina-inversion stabilizer **/**_Effect_: Color sharpness is significantly improved upon, and night-vision is adapted.**]**

**Biomechanical Augmentations used on the Spartans of the Achilles Division**

**[**_Implant_: Vascular Implants **/ **_Effect_: A series of implants are placed within the vascular system and help filter drugs, toxins, and viral agents from the blood-stream to severely reduce their effect.**]**

**[**_Implant_: Standard Spartan Neural Interface **/**_Effect_: In addition to the standard functions of a Neural Interface, the Spartan Neural Interface is unique in that it was designed to allow an AI to directly interface with the Spartan's brain. Therefore, the AI is said to reside both inside the armor and inside the wearers mind. Essentially, it is in both places at once.**]**

**[**_Implant_: Muscular Enhancement Lining **/**_Effect_: Compound applied to the exterior surface of all muscles, allowing them to flex and strengthen far more quickly, also allowing the muscles to operate at great speed without the risk of breaking bones.**]**

**[**_Implant_: DE-5 Auditory Defense implants **/**_Effect_: A series of implants based inside the ear, intended to protect the ears from auditory assault. They are inserted beneath the skin of the inner ear, and sharpen hearing and directional detection. They also help prevent deafness from occurring during explosions, and other battlefield hazards.**]**

**[**_Implant_: Cardiac Implants **/**_Effect_: Strengthens cardio-vascular tissue and increases maximum heartrate to safely allow massive adrenaline flow without the risk of stroke or heart attack. These implants supposedly are able to allow an unarmored SPARTAN to run at a maximum speed of almost 40 miles (64 km) per hour.**]**

**[**_Implant_: Pulmonary Polymer Lining **/**_Effect: _Greatly increases oxygen intake and retention, increasing stamina and allowing users to breathe non-oxygen atmospheres for breif periods of time.**]**

**[**_Implant_: Artificial Platelet Injections **/**_Effect:_ Enhances the body's ability to slow bleeding and clot wounds.**]**

* * *

><p>AN: Constructive criticism always helps, whether it's a small detail or big thing... thanks all.<p> 


	2. Roll Call

**AN:** _I was trying this text scheme again as a way to introduce the characters. Promise next chapter will have more star wars. As always, read and review. (Havoc Squad sounded so terrible... changed it to Kom'rk (Mandoa for Gauntlet) and incorporated them into the story.)_

* * *

><p>GAR SAT-Link established/

Automated data-crawl initiating:

[Time-0800 hours][Troop activity-standard][After-Action Report: Filed][Rules of Engagement- Unrestricted within the Ranxi territory][Next guard rotation in 45 standard minutes]Close data-crawl?

/Opening GAR data query/

Keywords: Kom'rk Squad, General Atiniira

GARDatabase/holoterminal/4[internalsearch?]=Kom'rk Squad, General Atiniira

/

/

/One result for combined keywords Republic Commando Squad- Kom'rk

/[Opening file]/

/File Opened

**[Kom'rk Squad]**

General- Kimberly Atiniira [Squad Commander/Jedi Knight] Nicknames: **Ka'ra** *Mandalorian, Jedi*_/ Combat Service Record- Pending_

Captain- RC-5585 [Squad's Sniper; specializes in stealth, recon, slicing, close quarters combat, and assassinations] Nicknames: **Mag** *Mandalorian, Clone Commando with ARC training*_/ Combat Service Record- Classified (Delta-level clearance required)_

Lieutenant- RC-5854 [Squad's Spotter; specializes in stealth and recon and is an expert marksman] Nicknames: **Ash** *Mandalorian, Clone Commando with ARC training*_/ Combat Service Record- Classified (Delta-level clearance required)_

Sergeant- RC-7555 [Squad's Medic; specializes in weapons and unarmed combat] Nicknames: **Stat** *Mandalorian, Clone Commando with ARC training*_/ Combat Service Record- Classified (Delta-level clearance required)_

Sergeant- RC-7545 [Squad's Demolitions Expert; specializes in technology, engineering, slicing, and morale boosting (joke-telling)] Nicknames: **Trig** *Mandalorian, Clone Commando with ARC training*_/ Combat Service Record- Classified (Delta-level clearance required)_

**[Attached Personnel]**

Lieutenant- Alpha-36 [Recon team; specializes in intelligence gathering, direct action, unarmed combat, and stealth] Nickname: **Trace** *Advanced Recon Commando, Alpha-class*_/ Combat Service Record- Classified (Delta-level clearance required)_

Corporal- CT-7359 [Recon team; specializes in stealth, slicing, and intelligence gathering] Nickname: **Lucky** *Advanced Recon Force trooper*_/ Combat Service Record- Available (Full download required)_

Corporal- CT-4836 [Recon team; specializes in close quarters combat and intelligence gathering] Nickname: **Flash** *Advanced Recon Force trooper*_/ Combat Service Record- Available (Full download required)_

Sergeant- CT-7482 [Pilot; specializes in Navigation] Nickname: **Bevik** *Clone Trooper Pilot*_/ Combat Service Record- Available (Full download required)_

Private- CT-6397 [Pilot; specializes in Weapons] Nickname: **Kam** *Clone Trooper Pilot*_/ Combat Service Record- Available (Full download required)_

Private- CT-3598 [Pilot; specializes on communication] Nickname: **Epsilon** *Clone Trooper Pilot*_/ Combat Service Record- Available (Full download required)_

/

/

/

Holonet signals are no longer being received. Please stand by or contact your barracks administrator for further information.

:

ERROR_PROCESS_ABORTED

45668891 (0tk867)

ERROR_UNIDENTIFIED_ERROR

:

/SYSTEM_ERROR_1246/: COMMUNICATIONS BUOYS OFFLINE


	3. Kov'nyn

**AN: **_This was the first part of what would be the Star Wars half. Reminder- Nothing on here is guaranteed to be the the same way in the actual story. These are just drafts and snippets from the story, to give you an idea for it. (The chapter is called Kov'nyn because even though it isn't shown in the snippet, the ship is named Kov'nyn)... Sorry if it's a bit slow._

* * *

><p><strong>January 4th, 0014 (Galactic Standard Calendar)- <strong>_**229 days after the Battle of Geonosis.**_

**Core Worlds, Coruscant- **_**0500 Hours**_

The ARC trooper assigned to overseeing the highly classified tech and gear, provided to the members of the Special Operations Brigade, _Cast_, was running late. He grabbed his datapad and skimmed through it, marking key things and putting them into his briefing.

A Special Ops squad that had been temporarily attached to the brigade while they were on Coruscant, was to be briefed on their new starship before they received their mission objectives and shipped off again. Cast ran to the briefing room, dimming the lights and standing behind a group of holograms. Quickly, he clipped his helmet to his hip and read the reports about the modifications done to the ship, and the model they were given.

The ARC trooper pointed to a blue holographic ship in front of him, expanding it. "The BT-7 Thunderclap was used during the Galactic Cold War, by the Republic Special Forces. During it's time it was the Republic's largest and most elite rapid assault ship, streamlined for fast combat situations."

He tapped his datapad and the hologram changed to a closer, more detailed display of the exterior. "State-of-the-art armor plating and heavy blaster cannons provide exceptional combat capability, and in the event of shield failure the ship's design deflects blaster fire away from crucial components. The main deck contains a high-tech command center and briefing room, a secure armory, and a fully outfitted medical bay."

The holo-view changed to a schematic and the ARC shifted, skimming through his notes. "To bring this ship back to its esteemed status, we replaced the hyperdrive, engine, and deflector shield with newer, more efficient models. Two bacta tanks were added to the medbay and a second refresher was added to the ship, to more appropriately accommodate your forces. We also added a lower deck to the central wing, and an extension to the side-wings and landing gear to compensate for the changes."

The ARC tapped a few more commands into his datapad and the hologram vanished. _These boys get all of the cool toys while I'm still stuck behind a desk_, he thought to himself silently, a soft sigh escaping his lips. "With R&D's recent advancements in cloaking technology, the ship received a fully-functional cloaking device that takes up a fraction of the space of most models. The new lower-level of the ship contains a library, second rec room, small sparring area, additional bunk space, and a meditation area for your Jedi officer."

He paused, staring at the _squad_ this was assigned to. He could barely notice their shadowy forms outlined amongst the dimly lit room, the light blue hue of their T-visors marking their presence in the darkness. It was uncommon for even the upper echelons of GAR to get a starship this luxurious, nevermind this _expensive_. He was reading reports saying that with the modifications they made, combined with the previous amount of money the Republic had already put into this ship, it cost over fifteen _million_ credits. Procurement had been so bad recently, that squads going into missions were more concerned about making it through atmo than their actual mission objectives. _Their general must have pulled a lot of strings to get this rig. _"Before you get your armor in a bunch, at the request of General Atiniira, we also added a workout-room and updated all of the internal systems, any questions?"

"What is the rating on the hyperdrive?" A semi-commanding voice bellowed across the room.

Cast straightened, shifting the 'pad in his hand. "The primary hyperdrive is a class one, but the backup is a class two."

"What equipment does it come with?" The voice countered.

"The armory is stocked to outfit a platoon of commandos, ARCs, and even standard infantry troopers. It also holds a complement of fifteen BARC speeders, four AT-RTs, and eight months worth of rations in case you boys get a severe case of the munchies."

Silence filled the room and he nodded to himself, _no humor in these guys_. "You are being assigned five troopers, hand picked by your General. As well as a couple droids to help with the upkeep and other duties."

"Droids, sir?" A new voice asked, lighter than the first, and obviously confused.

Cast sighed, "Yes _droids_, nothing too serious, just your average run of the mill types." He paused, double checking with the information on his 'pad. "One R3-series astromech, one 2-1B surgical droid, one GH-7 medical analysis unit, and one GE3-series protocol droid. Now grab your gear and report to hangar bay D254, Corporal Shift will instruct you on the internals and controls there, _Dismissed_!"

As the lights came back on, he could see four brothers outfitted in what looked like jet-black commando armor, rise and salute. Their armor was slightly different than the Katarn armor he'd outfitted his other brothers with, but he decided not to dwell on it. He returned the salute, though his eyes unknowingly trailed back to the armor, _kriff I need to stop staring_.

"See something you like, ARC-boy?" One of the soldiers asked, with his hands on his hips. It was the one who asked about the droids.

One of the others, the leader he presumed, stepped towards him. "_Trig_, behave yourself," his voice modulated in warning. _Definitely_ _the brother that asked about the hyperdrive_.

"Relax Mag, you know I'm not that kind of brother." He paused, turning back to Cast. "Look here ARC, these fatter pieces," he pointed to places around his armor. "Have a _beskar_ layer underneath, well they all do actually, it's just more noticeable there. We got clearance to road-test the prototype Mark III suit, but we took the liberty of modifying it to match our needs better."

"Stop flirting and get in formation Trig," one of the others said.

The brother called Mag looked at the one who made the comment and nodded, "Cut the chatter, all of you!" He tilted his head toward Cast, "This ship got a name?"

The ARC looked through his datapad and shook his head, "Nothing on file... But might I remind you that both you ship the protocol droid are over three and a half _thousand_ years old, it might be gone."

With that, Mag turned on his heels and left, heading towards the hangars. The rest of his squad wasn't far behind, all of them jogging in formation.

_Those are by far, some of the strangest brothers I've seen since boot._ Cast thought silently as he watched them continue on down the hall. _They're fekkin' lucky too._

* * *

><p>"Sir, what do you think we should name it?" Mag's second in command, Ash, asked over his private-channel.<p>

"Not up to us brother, the General got it for us, she names it." He paused before adding, "But I don't know, I like _Republic's Fury_."

Ash smiled under his bucket, but didn't say anything else. Opening up a voice-only comm with one of the other soldiers stationed within the brigade, cutting the external feed. "Trace, this is Ash. Do you read me?"

"_Loud and clear vod, did you get the ship?"_

"Not yet, but the General already green-lighted you for this op. Get your shebs over here, and bring your vod with you. Go to hangar bay D254, ask for Shift. You have ten minutes, and then we're leaving this sinkhole."

"_Copy that, see you soon brother."_

The link went dead, and Ash clenched his fist. "_ARCs_", he muttered under his breath. "They always like to take their kriffing time."

"Stow it Ash," Mag's voice rang in his ears. "We were trained by an ARC, remember? Or did you forget when you were running your kriffing mouth? Trig said these guys were some of the best, so that means they're the best."

"Sorry sir, yes sir." Ash looked at his HUD to see how Mag had heard him, he was on external again. _Fekkin' helmet-dialing, _he thought angrily.

"The General said we might be paired with these guys for a while, so you better get used to them." Mag said in a casual tone, the previous outburst already forgotten in his classic-brother style… Well, clone brother style, as Ash still had yet to meet an actual pair of brothers.

Ash sighed, truth was, he _did_ like them. They were family and even proved to quite funny when the time was right, they just got on his nerves sometimes. "Will do, understood Sir." He responded on instinct, only half paying attention to what Mag said, as he was still thinking about one of the jokes Trace had said the other night about a bantha and a-.

"Stop it with the 'Sir,' you know that isn't necessary right now." Mag said with a shake of his head.

Ash nodded, "Sorry Mag, I know I was out of line before. I just wish wish they would stop dragging their boots and get here, they already missed the briefing."

Mag checked his HUD's internal redouts of the facility, confirming he was going in the right direction. "I know, but it's not like it was a mission brief, it was an equipment check… They had to prep all their gear, and pack all their extra tech. You _know_ how they like those verpines, and I'm pretty sure they have enough kit to outfit all of us, and then some. I think I even saw them with the new wrist-mounted flamethrowers, and some Z-6's."

"Don't ask me how they plan on getting that on the ship, the barracks-guards are gonna practically have a seizure when they see all that," Ash said in a quizzical tone.

"I heard that they managed to smuggle out a larty, just to hitch a ride on an Acclamator headed to Muunilinst." Mag countered, a smile easily identifiable through his tone. "Ended up joining in the assault that ended the whole battle."

"Let's just hope they decided to bring the caf machine, because we don't have time to stop by MCR again." Trig added in hopefully.

The Quartermaster stationed within the brigade's MCR center, or _Mission Conditional Requisition Center_, had given them all a couple hundred credits, some civilian clothes, and extra ammo and supplies. They weren't expected to be back for resupply for another eight months at the earliest, but the squad had neglected to grab some of the more recreational items, including a caf machine, to make it back in time for the briefing.

"Ah you drunkin' Mynock, we aren't a kriffing Bed 'n Breakfast." The medic, _Stat_, said gruffly.

The conversation abruptly stopped as the squad approached a large reinforced door, with bright-yellow aurebesh letters neatly printed beside it saying, 'D254'. Mag started to reach up to palm the controls when they automatically slid open, bright lights and the smell of axle grease assaulting the squad's senses. Milliseconds later a slight thrum in the back of Ash's helmet indicated his filters were activating, and they quickly dimmed the lights and cut out the smell, sending in a burst of 'fresh' air to his helmet.

As his helmet dimmed, it soon revealed hundreds of vehicles ranging from speeders to freighters covering the metal flooring. Civilians and clones alike were running around from place to place, working in perfect tandem as if they knew each other's every thought. A few technicians nearest the door turned at their approach, and inclined their head in acknowledgement.

"We're here to see a brother named Shift." Mag said, modulating his voice so it could be heard over the loud equipment, and silently thanking his armor for having a built-in mic.

One of the technicians walked over to them, pulling out a miniature datapad from his pant's pocket, and flicked a stylus across the screen until he came across the name he was looking for. "He's finishing up work on a ship over by the repulsorlifts, a BT-7 Thunderclap, I'll take you to him."

* * *

><p>Trig followed the technician around large skeletons of starfighters, and disassembled hyperdrives, trying to ignore the loud baniging noises he heard every so often from just a few feet away. Eventually he came to a large catwalk connected to a huge ship hovering about 4 meters off the ground, it's tri-wing design making it look like a massive sideways 'Y.' It had a dusty white base, with dark-red war paint running up it's flanks and marking it's wings. He easily recognized it from the holos and it was <em>massive<em>, significantly larger than what he was expecting. From the topmost compartment above the exhaust port to the bottom of the ramp, was about 9.5 meters long, and from the cargo hold to the outermost heavy blaster cannon was about 61 meters long. He wondered how big it would be when the wings were extended...

"He's just over there, making sure the ramp is working properly." His guide said pointing in the direction Trig was already looking and stopping his mental calculations before they could continue.

"Is this the group of commandos here to pick up the ship?" A voice said from just behind a massive generator-looking device. It sounded just like his own, but he could still detect the minor differences that every clone's held.

"This would be them," the tech said before heading back to his original duties.

A quick series of beeps indicated the generator-like device was powering down and the BT slowly lowered to the floor. A moment later a clone dressed in fatigues walked into view and saluted. "Everything is functioning perfectly and the troopers are already inside, they've been in and out of the simulators the past few days trying to get acclimated. Also, your ARC Trooper friends just finished loading all of their 'cargo' a few moments ago."

Trig nodded, _sounds like them, _quickly sparing a glance at Mag who nodded as well. "Is there anything we need to know?"

Shift shook his head, "No it has a similar design to what you're used to, and all of the internals are fairly self-explanatory. Everything has been loaded except for your gear, so I'm really only here to answer any last minute questions you have before you leave."

"Is there a place for us to work on our kit? We have a habit of doing some aftermarket upgrades," Trig asked curiously.

"Yes, there's a workstation in the Cargo Hold," Shift said with a slight nod of his head. "Is that all?"

Trig smiled beneath his helmet, "I believe that's all, yes."

"Okay, get aboard and seal the door behind you. I'm going to go open the hangar doors so you can get out of here." Shift said, moving towards a wall panel as he did so.

Mag's gruff voice poured in through his helmet. "You heard him lads, move your shebs!"

* * *

><p>Stat walked up the ramp feeling slightly giddy. <em>Two bacta tanks, is it my life-day already? <em>His body moved on it's own accord, walking past a rather expansive holotable and bringing him to an already open door. Two beds were in the middle of the room, a row of cabinets and some shelves ran along the right wall, and two beautifully blue bacta tanks were connected to the left wall by the door.

It was far from the amount of space he'd get on a Venator, but truthfully, he could work in half the space this medbay had. Nevermind the fact that squads were never equipped with a bacta tank in the field. He turned on his heels and went up a set of nearby stairs that he knew led to the cockpit.

He took note of the single escape pod beside him before turning into the control room, happily greeted by the sight of three brothers hunched over various control panels and an astromech plugged into the wall-port, chirping a string of polite commands to it's armored counterparts. He recognized the brother in main pilot's seat, _Bevik_, a combat pilot he met during the invasion of Kamino a couple of months prior.

"Sir, I just got clearance from the Traffic Controller, we're clear to head to the temple." One of the brothers said to Bevik, nodding to the medic in a limited acknowledgement of his presence.

"Affirmative Kam, clearing bay doors now." Bevik keyed a control beside him, a green light coming on above his console. "Gentleman," his voice came in over the shipboard speakers. "Thank you for choosing the Grand Army Airlines, a server droid will be with you shortly offering nuts and various beverages for you boys coming off of some well earned leave. We are to be making one last stop while we're here on Corrie, than we are to be briefed in orbit for our next mission. That is all."

The green light faded away and Stat just chuckled, "The day we get leave is the day Mustafar freezes over."

Bevik turned in his chair, a slight grin on his face, "You commando boys are always so cynical, Let me introduce you to the flight crew. Kam on communications, don't let him fool you he's one hell of a Sabacc player," Bevik pointed to the trooper who mentioned the Traffic Controller. "Epsilon on weapons," he inclined his head to the trooper opposite Kam, "And Gett here. Don't know where I'd be without the little guy," he patted the R3's dome affectionately.

Stat nodded, "Pleased to be with you all, I'm the Medic for Kom'rk Squad, Stat."

A chirping at one of the consoles cut the conversation short, everyone quickly turned back to their station. "We're being directed to land in front of the main entrance, the General is waiting for us at the door." Kam said after reading a message from the Coruscant Guard.

Bevik nodded, "I see her, I see her. She sure does like to cause a fuss, doesn't she?"

From his spot in the cockpit, Stat was just able to see his General standing at the top of the massive stairs leading into the temple. Fully armored in her mandalorian kit, he could practically feel the eyes of every jedi staring at her…...


	4. Dark Days- PTSD

**AN**:_ Some background for Trig and Trace, before they joined up on the ship. It's small but they are "snippets," enjoy._

* * *

><p>Trace took a long, slow sip from the plasti mug in his hand, letting the warm tea fill his mouth as he drained the cup. It was a habit he picked up from the jedi, only a few months prior. Shakily, he placed the empty cup on the table before him, spreading his legs slightly before rising.<p>

As his body naturally came to a loose form of attention, his plastoid helmet clapped against his leg. Swinging from its clipped position on his belt, before silently resting against his worn kama once again. The green markings on his helmet greatly contrasting the dark grey kama fastened around his waist. A subtle change from the light blue highlights in his short, military-regulation, charcoal hair.

Trace's gloved hand fell to the blaster holstered at his belt, hovering slightly before grabbing it. He knew from it's weight that it was loaded, and he slowly brought it to his temple, closing his eyes and flicking off the safety in one fluid motion._ Useless, defective... murderer_, his voice whispered in his ears.

Tears slid down his face, as he moved his finger behind the guard, touching the cold durasteel trigger. He could feel the barrel start to heat up as he slowly squeezed, pausing halfway.

Seconds passed like lifetimes, but his finger never moved. He could feel the skin around his temple start to burn, and he just stared at the defiant blaster angrily, quickly throwing it against the barracks wall. "Shab," he said gruffly, repeating it over and over again, like it was his mantra.

* * *

><p>Unknown to Trace, Trig was standing in the doorway. Watching as he threw his blaster against a wall, a bright-pink burn now marring his face. The commando silently moved to his brother, "<em>Vod<em>," he asked quietly.

Trace turned towards him, scared at first, but at the look in Trig's eyes he softened. Slowly leaning into Trig's arms, and crying softly.

Trig's voice whispered soft, soothing murmurs to the battle-hardened soldier in his arms. "It's okay vod, I'm here, I know." Squeezing his brother's shoulders as he did so, and ignoring the rough armor plating he was grappling.

Trig could feel tears sliding down his bodysuit and he deepened the embrace, rubbing soothing shapes along his back. _He'd seen brothers cry, seen them in much worse positions than this... So why was now so much harder for him?_

After a few moments, the tears turned into a combination of gulps and quiet murmurs. Trig took a deep breath, placing a gentle hand on Trace's face as he guided his eyes towards him. "You wanna tell me how you got like this _Ad'ika_?"

Trace's voice was quiet, and he kept his head pressed up against Trig's hand. "I couldn't take watching them die any longer, not when I'm the reason they're gone."


	5. Almost First Meetings

**AN**: _This is supposed to right after the two universes "met," and they're getting ready for an official meeting between the two. Just small stuff to keep you interested._

* * *

><p>Kimberly eyed the environmental readings of the hangar the <em>Flying Nexu <em>just docked in. It was a standard oxygen-based area, which roughly translated to "breathable without a helmet," well for Humans anyway. She pulled on her Mandalorian helmet, letting out a satisfied grunt as it made a quiet pressurized hiss.

"Ma'am," Trace said softly. "The recon escorts have landed on either side of us, and the bombers are standing by, should it come to that."

For a moment, she simply looked at the ARC Trooper standing before her. She knew from his force signature that he was worried, and she silently cursed herself for putting on her helmet so quickly, though his was on as well. She threw her hands around his back, placing them over his shoulder blades as she pulled his body close to hers, resting her helmet against his. With a few quick blinks she opened up a comm-channel, "Udessi ner vod, I'll keep you safe," her voice barely a whisper over the comms.

Trace grunted as he playfully dragged his helmet along hers, "So _that's_ a Kov'nyn eh?" His voice lighter than it was a moment ago, "And I thought it was _my_ job to keep you safe General."

A soft clearing of one's throat through a helmet-speaker, signalled an end to the gentleness of the moment, and they both quickly straightened. Trace turned towards the group of troopers gathered around the cockpit and he quickly barked out an order, "At-Ten-Shun!"

The sound of armor clacking against armor filled the cockpit as every trooper straightened and saluted. He bridged the gap between them and quickly started pacing up and down the lines of assembled ARF Troopers. "At ease," he said as settled into a modified parade-rest, stopping a few feet from the center of the outermost row. "The General is going to move in with a squad of RCs, and I will be monitoring them from here. If things prove to be less than friendly, we are to move in and extract them. Unfortunately, the only air-cover we'll get is a pair of 170's to escort us back to atmo before the bombers move in."

Kimberley spoke up from her spot by the viewport, "Double-check your armor seals and make sure your boots are working properly. While I hope you don't get called in, I want you all to be prepared for them to start draining atmo in the hangar." Her voice brokered no argument, and she was met with a chorus of "Yes Sir!"


	6. Final rewrite of Chapter 1?

**AN: Hello, and thank you if you stuck with me and or this story so far... Not sure if I would have. I've been reviewing my earlier drafts and to be honest, they were awful. Some of the first things I ever wrote... However, I will say that this is hopefully my last rewrite. I think that this one came out really well, and I'm pleased with it. I kept the same location and idea, changed some names and edited the backstory.**

**Basically, I wanted to make the writing better, because it sounded too fake and kiddish before, and I read the books so that helps a bit. Anywho, not that it matters to the reader, but I figured I'd throw in these notes before the chapter starts in case you are unfamiliar with the books.**

**First off, the letter is from the director of ONI (Office of Naval Intelligence) to the head of it's Black Ops Division. Ackerson is the director of the Spartan-III Program (Dr. Halsey being the Director of the Spartan-II's) and the Orion Program was the Spartan-I Program (Just it's original code name). Secondly, the whole prologue section of Chapter 1 was supposed to be written in a type-writer font (Consolas), sorry but FanFiction won't let me edit fonts- EVIL!**

**Please comment and review, it helps me see what I need to work on or add in.**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter 1<strong>

**United Nations Space Command  
><strong>**Encryption Code:** Amber-Four-Three  
><strong>Public Key:<strong> NA  
><strong>From: <strong>VADM. Margaret O. Parangosky (UNSC Service Number: 00262-74955-MP)  
><strong>To: <strong>CAPT. Gibson (UNSC Service Number: 17882-14934-HG)  
><strong>Subject<strong>: King Under The Mountain  
><strong>Classification<strong>: Top-Secret, Your Eyes Only

July 5th, 2545

Operation Torpedo was a bust, over 90% of the Spartans deployed were killed- Assets that could have been used all over the damn front! I have half the mind to sanction some wetwork on Ackerson and replace him with Kurt (Spartan-051). He has enough experience with the program, he could put them to proper use. But yes, I know we've had this conversation before, and yes, I agree that combined with his current duties as DI, it would be too much strain on him. I'm still having some of the section zero boys on standby though. In case I change my mind, and Ackerson suddenly needs to find himself floating out of an airlock... At least the Covenant supply lines will be crippled in that sector, it'll give our troops some breathing room and makes the situation not an entire screw-up. I'm transferring fifteen of the survivors from Beta Company to Reach, I want them to road-test our plans for the Spartan-IV Program (Codenamed Queen's Guard) as Drill Instructors.

All of the 350 recruits have already been selected and are awaiting pick-up by ONI handlers. Flash clones are too messy, so we vetted from recent orphans- refugees from glassed planets. (All recruits are 10 years old, and fit within Halsey's original gene restrictions for the augmentations.)

Now, I recognize your concern about assigning Sergeant Avery Johnson (Service Number: 48789-20114-AJ) as lead DI for the program. But he is an Orion vet, and he's been fighting in the thick of it since the Insurrection. Hell, he was on Harvest when the Covenant first invaded. I'm having him lead the training, and I want you to give him anything he needs.

As previously discussed, training is expected to take five years and should follow roughly the same regime as Ackerson's bunch. We aren't cutting costs on this though, they're getting MJOLNIR- For the first company at least, after that we'll reevaluate. (I already approved the augmentations, I'll be sure to include them in the file for you to review. If they're successful, we'll see about adapting them to adults with the same gene requirements.)

However I think we need to add a focus on joint-operations with other units, specifically marines and ODST's. I don't care if half of them don't respect the Spartans because of some brawl from thirty years ago, we'll just need to find ones that don't. (Check through ODST's with any history serving with Spartans.) We should also consider letting them train with some of the units that they'll be serving with later.

As for a base of operations, I was thinking of pairing them up with something always on the move. A fleet is too expensive and will attract too much attention, but I think a Battle Group would do nicely. Possible Field Commanders are Admiral Reaves or Vice Admiral Tursk, they both have a lot of experience working with Spartans. I'd say Captain Keyes is an ideal candidate, but I'm not sure if his attachment to Dr. Halsey could get in the way. Besides, with the operations up in the air right now he's too valuable to get tied to this.

But that reminds me, what's the status of the _Belfast_? The Marathon-Class Heavy Cruiser, Stanforth had it refit for the assault on Arcadia. A dozen extra decks, centralized bridge, and dual MACs. It would be a great cover for whichever commander we bring in, and an ideal ship to have the Spartans stationed on when they go active... Field reports put the _Belfast_ somewhere around Hesiod, it was linking up with the fleet there. Have it recalled to Reach and send the _Leviathan_ in it's place, it's a Marathon stationed near Algolis.

File End/

**-ATTACHED DOCUMENT, FILE 1 OF 1-**

Biomechanical/Chemical Augmentations

8942-LQ99: Skeletons become virtually unbreakable, allowing survival in harder impacts.

88005-MX77: Increased density of the individual's muscles, allowing heavier lifting.

0683-TS36: A mutagen that increases the speed of cell regeneration, allowing faster recovery from injuries.

Artificial Platelet Injections: Enhances the body's ability to slow bleeding and clot wounds.

87556-UD61: Improves the individual's reaction time by an estimated 300%, and even greater when stressed.

9637-NT84: Enhances memory recall, eidetic memory is developed.

88947-OP24: Color sharpness is significantly improved upon, and night-vision is adapted.

Artificial Pancreas Implant: Allows the individual's body to extract the maximum amount of nutrients and carbohydrates from food with minimal waste.

DE-5 Auditory Defense implants: A series of implants based inside the ear, intended to protect the ears from auditory assault. They are inserted beneath the skin of the inner ear, and sharpen hearing and directional detection. They also help prevent deafness from occurring during explosions, and other battlefield hazards.

* * *

><p><strong>0600 Hours, August 30th, 2552 (UNSC Military Calendar) Epsilon Eridani System, Reach/ Bridge of the UNSC Belfast**

Vice Admiral Alexander Reaves had always considered himself a solid officer, one that could control his emotions even in some of the hardest circumstances. But sitting in the officer's chair, watching as his crew was relaying status reports and orders from throughout the fleet, he couldn't help but feel a tinge of fear.

"Admiral, we just lost three Orbital Platforms! We have a huge hole where Gamma Cluster used to be…" Ensign Harding said alarmingly.

"Plug that hole Ensign. Move us into the debris field and have the two nearest frigates pulled back to harass any ship that gets too close." Reaves said sharply, eyeing the markers moving around the tac-screen.

"Aye Sir," the Nav Officer responded, more controlled this time.

A small blue hologram appeared on the terminal nearest Reaves, it had a distinctly feminine figure with long, straight hair. It took him a second to realize it was the ship's AI, Minerva, the entire bridge was still bathed in the soft red glow of emergency lights. "Admiral, Gamma cluster was taken out from the ground. Once the bases' defenses were overwhelmed and the generators went dark, the entire cluster fell offline. It didn't take much to punch 'em open after that, and now the Covenant is reinforcing their troops throughout the entire Viery Territory." She said matter-of-factly.

He sighed, ONI was passing along a lot of chatter regarding the Viery Territory. Noble team had been running ops their for the past week, it was nearly non-stop in that sector. "How's Noble, can they handle the influx in troops?"

Code seemed to stream around her head for a second, and then it vanished. "Both Marine companies were nearly wiped out during Operation Spear, and all air support was cut off after the Frigate _Grafton_ went down. _The Pillar of Autumn_ is deploying Spartans and ODSTs to reinforce them. Colonel Holland thinks it's best solution, given the importance of the region."

A loud thump filled the bridge, and he could feel the center of gravity shift for a moment before returning to normal. "Status?"

"Secondary Hangar was hit with a plasma Torpedo, and we've lost Archer missile pods C12-20… Sealing the necessary compartments now." Minerva said flatly, crossing her arms as she did.

"Minerva, send them our response." He was afraid to ask about casualties, the hangar was sure to have at least a dozen technicians, nevermind combat personnel.

A smile crossed her lips, "Gladly, sending strike packages to the frigates now… Firing." A dual pair of thunderclaps shook through the ship, it was so rapid the noise practically blended together.

Watching from one of the screens, he saw the the MAC rounds head towards the nearest cruiser. It was carefully aimed to hit at the exact time and point that the two frigates were targeting. He let out a quiet sigh of relief when he saw the shields collapse from the combined force.

"Launch Archer Missile Pods B1-30, have them target the engines." Reaves said, hoping the debris field would help prevent the Covenant from shooting down any of the missiles.

"Aye Sir." Lieutenant Anderson said, tapping several keys before nodding. "Missiles away!"

Reaves kept his attention on the screen, Minerva was tracking the missiles, small yellow triangles dancing across the map. "There EWS doesn't seem to be picking them up, that's a damn good sign." Reaves said, though he kept his voice low.

"Confirmed hit Sir, putting it on screen now." The Covenant Cruiser appeared on one of the large viewing monitors, it was from one of the external camera feeds at half magnification. The ship had temporarily transformed into a small sun, before rapidly winking out of existence, blending back into the blackness.

A low cheer seemed to spread across the bridge, but Reaves cleared his throat. "Let's keep a level head, there's still an entire fleet to worry about. I want half hour reports on the ground teams, if they need air support we'll divert our MAC gun for orbital fire.

"Admiral, I'm receiving a data-burst from Admiral Freemont… He's ordering us to do a random jump and then regroup with Battle Group Lima in the Rio Sigma System." Minerva said, confusion laced in her voice.

* * *

><p><strong>1100 Hours, September 18th, 2552 (UNSC Military Calendar) Border of the Eridanus System/ Onboard the UNSC Belfast**

"Hold still, before I cut off something you'll miss." The Marine Corpsman said sternly, carefully cutting around a piece of shrapnel embedded in Corporal Benjamin Pierce's shoulder. "I should slap some sense into you when I'm through, how long has this thing been in?"

Ben shook his head, "A couple days, I've been too busy helping with repairs to stop into medical." A sharp pain shot up his back and he bit his lip, hard.

"You're lucky this didn't go any deeper, it could've caused some serious damage... _Here_." He felt something cool travel up his veins, taking out the pain. Soft touches wiped off the blood pooling down his shoulder, and secured a bandage to it. "You have limits, don't forget that. If you don't stop and take care of yourself, than you will become a liability to your team, Spartan or no."

He nodded slowly, "I know Claire. I just hate sitting around doing nothing, especially when there's so much to be done." He eyed the sea of technicians welding armor plates around the hangar, "We took a beating getting off Reach, I still don't know if it was the right decision."

She shook her head, putting her hand on his good shoulder. "Staying wouldn't have helped any, and we'd all just be another casualty. We need to regroup, get back to Earth before the Covenant do."

He looked at his wound, grimacing as his back stretched with the motion.

"What, you waiting for me to kiss it? I'll swap the bandage in a couple hours golden boy." She packed up the tools in her belt-pouch and helped him slip on the back section of his armor. "Radio if you need me," she whispered with a grin before walking off.

"Crazy helljumpers," he said under his breath, watching the rise and fall of her hips as she walked away.

"_Stop staring at my ass_ _Corporal_." She said gruffly over the comm, but he could tell there was a smile behind her voice.

"Just checking your armor for combat integrity ma'am." He said softly, almost as an automatic.

She chuckled,_ "Does that normally work on girls?"_

"No, but I figured-" He was interrupted by a loud whistle over the intercom, signalling an announcement.

"_This is your Captain speaking, all non-essential personnel report to your combat stations immediately! I repeat all non-essential personnel report to your combat stations immediately!"_

He darted off, running towards the armoy as fast as he could. It didn't take long before he got there, and he gave a sharp nod towards the quartermaster, strapping a few spare magazines to his webbing and grabbing a DMR as he did. He gave it a quick once-over, and comfortable with it's functionality, stowed it on the magnetic strip built into his armor.

He could see a text indicator light on his helmet, and quickly activated it. It was a list of rally points divided by squad for the whole Spartan Company.

"_Ladies and Gentleman,"_ Commander Carter said on an open channel. "_After exiting slipspace we received a coded data burst from the ONI Prowler Corps. They think Dr. Halsey and a handful of the Spartan-IIs managed to survive Reach, and their Friend or Foe tags popped up in this system… Radar silhouettes show a UNSC Frigate linked to a Covenant Cruiser holding position inside the asteroid field, both appear to be severely damaged and the FoF tags are inside. We are to insert, asses the status of the ships, and locate our people. Secondary Objective is data retrieval, ONI wants anything we can pull from that ship._
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	8. Imperator Intro, Anamoly Discovered

_AN: This is just a little something I've been working on recently. Sorry if the the ship description is boring, I was trying to explain why Captain Pellaeon (From Star Wars: Wild Space, great novel by the way) was on a different ship. Also, that particular ship happens to be an Imperial Star Destroyer, but during the clone wars they were classified as Imperator class-Star Destroyers and only produced in small numbers._

* * *

><p><strong>RSD Dominion- Republic Staging Area B52 (Chommel Sector)- 426 days after the Battle of Geonosis<strong>

General Atiniira stared at the slightly older man in front of her, he looked solid, albeit a bit rigid as he came to attention in her quarters. "It's a pleasure to meet you Captain Pellaeon, I've heard a lot about you."

"All good things I hope," he said with a smile, relaxing as he shifted back to his regular posture.

"You're a well respected man, known for being a soldier's soldier," She said, smiling back. "A quality that many people admire."

He shifted almost imperceptibly, "I do my best to understand everyone's position, rather than isolate within the officers. There's no point in command if no one will follow you."

"What do you think of the ship?" She asked, switching topics.

"I wouldn't be surprised if she could take on a battle group without any assistance. She's got a huge armament, and the point-defence grid looks tight enough for fighter cover. Does she have anything in the bays?"

"Six squadrons, and a significant number of atmospheric craft for the land operations." She could see Pellaeon visibly stir, it was unheard of for a ship to carry that many fighters, non-carriers at least.

"What's the troop compliment?" He asked, his voice both eager and curious.

"The barracks holds a legion, but because of the size of the crew, there's a permanent guard stationed as well."

He nodded, asking the obvious question. "What's the crew size than?"

"Thirty-seven thousand, but between the guard, pilots, and ground attachment it comes to about forty-seven thousand."

His eyebrow lifted slightly, "I'm guessing they're too expensive to be integrated in the fleet? It's like a flying fortress, but the biggest girl I've ever seen."

She nodded, "So much so that production has been limited to ten ships, and they're halting any more until they've had at least a eight months of field testing."

"So why am I here General? I assume I wasn't just invited for the tour." Pellaeon said, raising his chin slightly.

She stood, looking him in the eye. "I understand this is asking a lot of you, but I would like for you to take over command of this ship. You would receive a promotion to Rear Admiral, and we'd ship out immediately. Captain Harkin is waiting to take over command of the Leveler, if you agree."

He arched an eyebrow, shoulders straightening. "You came with your blaster loaded on this one, I'll give you that." He paused, and she could sense his trepidation through the force. "How soon can I inform my crew?"

"As soon as you're ready."

* * *

><p><strong>RSD Dominion- Maintaining orbit over Dantooine (Raioballo Sector)- 432 days after the battle of Geonosis<strong>

"Sir! Picking up a gravitational anomaly... Nine contacts at maximum target range, declination five-zero-point-three-two." The sensors officer announced, and Pellaeon jogged over to his station. It wasn't hard to see over his shoulder, and he glimpsed at the blinking dots on the sensor screen. There were multiple signatures, but he didn't recognize any of them.

"Rommel," he called to the communications tech. "Are we picking up any hails?"

"Negative Sir, but I'm definitely picking up chatter. I can't pick out the language though." The young clone sounded almost regretful.

"It's okay son, keep an ear out until the droid gets here." Pellaeon signaled his CO, Chief Keel, to issue the appropriate orders to the crew. He turned back to Rommel, "Flash the _Gorgon_, have it recalled to our position."

"They're en route Sir, should I update command?"

He shook his head, "Just inform the ground forces of the situation."

"I already took the liberty of informing them Sir," Rommel said nervously.

Pallaeon nodded, "Good man." He brought his gaze back to the man in front of him. "Zed, what's the ETA on the _Gorgon_?"

"They're five minutes out Admiral, but-" He was cut off by a quick shout from Rommel. "Incoming hail!"

"Put it through," Pellaeon barked, his voice calm.

"Aye Sir," Rommel nodded, his hands had already begun moving the moment Pelleaon finished speaking.

_"Human filth,"_ a deep, guttural voice said over the intercom._ "You disgrace the holy relic merely by breathing in it's presence. Order your, subordinates to hand it over, or I will unleash our cleansing fire, and purge your pestilence from the very ground on which you stand."_

There was a pause, and a slow clicking noise like the cracking of a jaw._ "This is the gods will, you cannot prevent it. Hand over icon, and by the rings I'll make your deaths swift and painless."_

Pellaeon let out a low growl, he had no idea what this person was talking about._ Holy relics?_ "This is Admiral Pellaeon of Republic Navy, and we harbor no such material. Now respectfully, you have officially entered the sovereign territory of Dantooine. Vacate immediately or we will be forced to engage."

_"You shall burn for your insolence!"_ Static poured out of the speakers and Zed was quick with an alert. "Energy build-up along their flanks!"

"Full power to forward shields!" Pellaeon ordered, watching the energy readings rise rapidly on the monitors

"Multiple bogies inbound from the heavy cruiser, thirty seconds out." Zed reported urgently, and Keel shouted the standard, "Brace for impact!"

Practically a heartbeat later, half a dozen bolts of what looked like unrefined plasma, struck the shields. Their sheer kinetic force vibrating through the hull.

A stream of turbolaser fire shot over their bow, slamming directly into the heavy cruiser that had targeted them.

"All batteries, target their weapon emplacements!" Pellaeon ordered, glad that the _Gorgon_ had finally arrived.

"Our shields are at 60 percent!" One of the technicians reported, Pellaeon couldn't tell who.

"What the kriff?" Zed muttered aloud. "Radiation spike, their setting off nuclear weapons!"

"Seal every compartment, on the double!" Keel ordered, and a massive durasteel slab slid over the bridge entrance.

Through the viewport, space seemed to distort in front of the lead enemy ships, designated Heavy 1, 2, and 3 respectively. Swirls of light appeared, massive blue-grey orbs that would have been beautiful and fascinating in any other situation.

"Sir, the gravitational anomalies are back, those appear to be the source!" Zed announced, this time fear slipping in through his voice.

Pellaeon's mind was racing,_ what in the nine Correllian Hells did they just deploy?_

The _Gorgon_ fired again, but it's turbolasers seemed to get caught in the anomaly between them. Before Pellaeon could even respond, each of the three ships accelerated into the orbs. The things collapsing in on themselves the moment the ships were fully inside.


End file.
